Merry Christmas (| Don't Want to Fight 
Tonight) 


Author: Shion 


Bands: Guns N Roses 


Characters: Axl Rose, Izzy Stradlin 


Relationships: A/A 
Rating: Adult 
Genre: [Slash] 


Updated: Sat Nov 28 2015 13:29:14 GMT-0500 (Eastern Standard Time) 


xX 


Author's Notes: 
listening to the ramones on the bus at like bam and wrote this in an hour and a bit a day later, also prepare 
yourself for my attempt at writing sex, typical get up, written on my phone so there may be a few grammar 


errors, write a review if u fancy, if not thats ok just hope u enjoy it xx 


He hates me. He keeps on letting me know. 


| hate him too. | won't let him forget it. 
Don't think either of us quite remember why. 
Christmas Eve's a funny one, because | always associated it with too much church, undercooked food and 


textbooks for presents, but this is the second one me and Izz have spent together, alone, and it always ends 


the same way. 


Us fighting, us fucking, us making up and sharing a cig before falling asleep after two am and waking up before 


six. 
| associate it with him now, and the unintentional traditions that somehow roll around each year dead on time. 


"God, Ax, | fucking." he groans, slamming back into my cock, tracing my neck with his hand. He's ready to choke 
me and I'm ready to let him. 


| thrust upwards as he rides me. "What now? Wanna see me dead? Feed me to the fuckin’ dogs, Izz" We're 
both trying not to lose control, because Izzy's whole image depends on not giving a shit and he won't give that 
up for anyone, and if | ever lost control, Izzy wouldn't be here to fight me at all. He'd be too smart to stick 


around. 


| like seeing him lose control though, it makes him beautiful. He forgets what he's doing, he forgets to fight my 


body and lets me take charge. He closes his eyes and lets himself come for me and it's fucking gorgeous. 


"Stop talking," he tells me, "stop moving." 

He's working himself on top of me, stroking and manoeuvring himself back and forth to his own pace. | feel 
unneeded, suddenly, and pissed off, but that's exactly what he wants to happen. He's smart, he's far too smart 
for dull age of twenty one, far too smart for the back streets and alleys of LA, and far too smart for me. 
Too bad nothing else is waiting for him. 


| sit myself up and grip Izzy's back, sucking his neck and scratching his back. | rake my nails all the way across 
his shoulder blades and he hisses. 


"Fucking hell, Axl," he spits, because I'm treating him like a girl and he fucking hates that. In turn, he draws a 
hand up to rag my hair and lunges to bite along my collarbone. God, he's fucking hot. H's been snowing outside, 


must be fucking freezing, but between us in our dingy fucking bedroom, we're a hundred thousand degrees. 
Fucking hell indeed. 


With me and Izzy, there's never been any.romance. We aren't together, we don't date each other, we aren't 
really like that at all. We just exist together, fuck sometimes, bicker and smoke and exist a bit more. It's a 
somewhat nihilistic love story between Izzy, the most bisexual drug dealer in the whole of LA, and me, who 


can't bear to be alone. 


We're getting more violent now, more aggressive, and we're fighting as hard as we can. Rolling around, shoving 
each other, scratching, biting, sucking, kissing. By the time l'm ready to come, Izzy's well gone, hanging half off 


the bed in a euphoric haze while | slam into him for the last few times. 


Everything's dark and | can't really see well, but Izzy's body is so white that he just kind of reflects the 
moonlight from the window. Its impressive. The only thing conventionally attractive about him. 
Then, suddenly, he shoots up from the end of the bed, gasping and scaring the shit of out me a bit. 


"Izzy, what the fuck," | half choke and he shakes his head, eyes still squeezed shut. 
"Axl," he whispers, "whatever you do, don't stop." 
"What? Are you coming?" 


"Axl, for once in your life, shut the fuck up." 
I'm confused, and | watch him and it's that beautiful look plastered on his face. Izzy's not pretty, by any 
stretch. Hardly even handsome. Right now, though, fuck. He's a fucking stunner. 


| don't want to stop being in love with this look. | don't ever want someone else to make him look this beautiful. 
Gathering myself, | pick up where | left off, with quick thrusts, and Izzy sighs against me with his fingers 
working through my hair. | can't enjoy it anymore without looking at his face. l'm not romantic, unfortunately. If 
anything, I'm either too distant or too clingy, but | want to feel what he's feeling right now. | want to kiss him. 
So | do. | kiss him. 


It's a light peck compared to the sloppy frenching thats been going on for the past hour or however long 
we've been at it. 

Izzy opens his eyes, confused, and we stare at each other. | can see the orgasm dancing behind his eyes, those 
massive hazel ones, and | feel like he can see right through me. He smirks a somewhat pitying smirk, and kisses 
me right back. It's not the earth quaking supernova | thought it'd be, but | think it might be a message for me. 
‘| don't want to fight tonight: 


So | kiss him back, telling him how | don't want to fight either, and he kisses me back with an apology. And | 
kiss him back and he kisses me back until we both come and look at each other with the same look of defeat. 
It's over. Christmas Eve's gone, it's 1:33am on Christmas Day, Izzy shrugs and leaves to shower and I'm left in 
bed alone thinking about what just happened. It was sex, that's all. | felt something weird and maybe Izzy did 
too, but Im not going to tell him. It was a one off thing, it won't happen again, I'm very, very sorry for feeling 


how | do and hope you can forgive me. 

Izzy's cigs are on the nightstand over on his side of the bed and I'm fucking bursting for one, so | lean over 
and grab one and light it with his dollar store zippo. | smoke away and Izzy comes back with wet hair, climbs in 
next to me and begins to smoke as well. 

"Christmas, then" He says, nicotine voice curving around the situation. 


"Yeah." | reply. 


We go silent, save for a dog barking outside and someone yelling within the complex. It's Christmas. Any other 
day I'd fuck sleeping off and go make myself a coffee but tonight | might just walk in on Santa Claus shoving 


coal wherever he could find it. 


"You okay?" Izzy looks over at me, nonchalant as always, as if | hadn't just made him come less than fifteen 


minutes ago. 
"Peachy keen, Izz,' | tell him. "Happy Christmas." 
He snorts. "Happy, yeah." 


"Well, sorry | ain't that blonde from down the club, and sorry this ain't a million dollar mansion, man," | sniff. 


Hardly hurt, but ¡Fs whatever. 

"What a Christmas that'd be," he sighs, "but that's not my style." 

"Really," it's my turn to snort. "Well, what is your style?" 

"Dunno, this, probably. You." He keeps on smoking. 

"Yeah," | whisper. I'm his style alright. "Is there nowhere else you'd rather be though?" 

He half smiles. "Probably, but | can't be fucked thinking. This'll do for now. Me and you. Come here." He beckons 
me nearer to him. We never really hug or cuddle, but | lay against him and his bony, pale junkie's body and 
realise our nihilistic love story hasn't reached it's conclusion just yet. 

Maybe we could be like Romeo and Juliet, if Romeo was a heroin fiend and Tybalt was bipolar and they both 
decided to fuck off Juliet and their families and hook up a few states over. 

For now though, we're just two people waiting for something to happen. Might get one of the few old bands 
back together. Who knows what 1984 will bring us? Might get a hit record. Might fall madly in love and forget 
all about him. Fuck, for all | know he might overdose five days into the new year. 

All | do know is, nobody has to see us for the remaining days of 1983. This last week is all ours. 

I'm content, for the first time in a long fucking while, and about to fall asleep when | hear something. 

"Ax? Axl. Hey." 

"Mm?" 

"What were we, um, fighting about?" 

| open my eyes, staring into nothing. Fuck, | don't even know. Whatever. 


| close my eyes. "Fuck off, Izzy. Merry Christmas." 


He laughs. "Merry Christmas, Axl." 


